to live, as I count up all the days since we have been parted.
Only last night I dreamt that I was in your Stalag, and that
you were waiting for me in the doorway of your hut. How
happy I felt, Jean, and how sorry I was to awaken from such
a lovely dream.. .. Never mind; I am sure that one day the
reality will be lovelier still, and that we shall be reunited for-'
ever, as we have never ceased to be in our thoughts/

He wrote without embarrassment or compunction, as
though he were composing an essay, and the feeling in his
mind was no less sincere than kindly.

' Hasn't Chou come back ? ' he asked, without lifting his
pen.

c Yes, but I sent her out to do some errands/

' Has she had her supper ? '

* I don't know ... no. Here she is : I'll give it her/

A small girl came in, as pretty as Yvette, but with a spark
of vivacity and candour in her eye.

' Chou,' said her mother, c I have forbidden you to come
in without knocking. How many times am I to tell you... ? *

Antoine had turned round, and held out his arms to the
child.

* Don't bother Antoine,' said Yvette.   ' He's writing to \
Papa/

'Why?'

* Come and get your supper/

Antoine went on writing. c Chou is such a good little girl, .
so affectionate, and very intelligent for six years old.  You
may be proud of her.  We both of us often talk about
you/

Chou came back from the kitchen with a thick slice of
bread and butter in each hand.

* Here's one for you/

* Thank you very much, Chou, but I'll give you my share.
I never eat at this time, as you know/
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